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" Lira ii oDWud I Ute it 

With % fonrard aim : 
Toil ii he&venly, chooie it. 

And itt wtifure dum. 
Leare not to another 

To perfonn thy will : 
Let not thiiM on bTotbei 

Keep (by wum band MilL 

" Life it oniraid ! Ne»er 

Look npoD tb« put ; 
It would hold thee ever 

In iu dntcbet hM. 
Now i* thy domioion. 

Weave it a« thon pleue : 
Bind not the Sonl'i pinion 

To a bed of CMC. 



" Life II onward I T17 it 

E'er the day be loit ; 
It hai *iitne, buy it 

At whateTci coat 
If the woild ifaould offer 

Every rareit gem, 
Look not at the KOfier, 

Change It not for them. 



( xviji ) 

" Life U onward I He«d it 

In emch varied draw : 
Thine oim ut can ipeed it 

Oo to bappinett. 
Hu bright pinion o'er jpou. 

Time wa*« Dot in vain ; 
If Hope chuint before joa 

Her prophetic itrain. 

" Lire it onwanl ! Priie ii 
Id suDihiue and in Btotm : 
Oh do not detplie it 

In iti hnmblett fonn. 

Hope ud Jof before joo 

StandiDg at the Goal ; 

Through Lifa'i itonnieit weather 

Beckons on the SonL" 

— Emekson. 




" Alaag the cool leqneiter'd vile of life. 
She kepi the noiieles) tenor of her iray.' 




^rY^c''*:>^^m.; 




has been well said that 
the history of the life of 
any human being, how- 
ever humble and unknown, 
will, if truthfully told, prove 
of some interest and value to 
those who trouble to hear it, 
and who recognise the force of the 
line, " that the proper study of man- 
kind is man." 

Although the following sketch is 
of a life almost without incident, and 
in which no events of note approach 
to starde or amuse from its cradle 
to its grave, still the true record of 
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the life-journey of a loving child, a 
faithful wife, and a tender and de- 
voted mother, may come with all the 
fragrance of a soft south wind, to 
some of those who struggle on amid 
the dust and ashes of our daily exist* 
ence ; whilst, to those who knew her, 
a fresh wave of loving recollections 
perchance may ripple to their feet, 
making them glad to have spoken 
and walked with one so pure and 
lovely in her earthly life. 

When we note how many little 
human Life-boats start from the 
Cradle-land, and how few reach the 
further Shore in safety, — ^how many 
wrecks strew the sands of Time, — 
how much disaster of every kind 
overtakes even the best found vessels, 



Preface. xxiii 

it is a cheer and solace to mark the 
onward course of One, who, sailing 
into the Sea of Life, passes in safety 
all its shoals and rocks, and securely 
drops anchor at last in the great 
Harbour of Refuge ! 

Of such an one will be found in the 
following pages, her own life telling 
its simple story, for " she being dead, 
yet speaketh." 

H. N. P. 
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" I lore the nilor, — hi* erentfal life, 
Hii generont tpirit, bii contempt of danger. 
Hit &nstaea io the gale, the wreck, and ilrife." 
— DiBDIN. 
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|*N the beginning of this cen- 
tury an old sea-captain, 
full of wounds and recol- 
lections, brought up a vigor- 
ous and handsome family 
in fair Devon ; and many 
"'a time would his children's 
blood tingle with pleasure as 
their father recounted his adven- 
tures by flood and tide, or fought his 
battles o'er again by the side of his 
old beloved friend and commander, 
Horatio Nelson I 
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Admiral James Noble was the son 
of Major Isaac Noble and his wife 
Rachel de Joncourt, and was de- 
scended on the one side from the 
Bayards, one of the oldest and most 
distinguished American families, and 
on the other from the family of Noble, 
who have lived in Devon for the last 
two hundred years. 

. In the American War of Independ- 
ence, Major Noble fought and dis- 
tinguished himself as a volunteer for 
the King, and as such was killed by 
a scouting party near New York in 
the year 1778, when all his estates 
and property, saving only an old 
farmhouse, were forfeited to the 
States, his widow and* children be- 
ing left in the greatest distress. 

But poor Rachel Noble soon found 
it impossible to dwell in peace in a 
land now containing so many enemies 
to her and her dead husband; and 



^ 
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with remarkable courage she soon 
afterwards left the old house, unat- 
tended and on foot, with her youngest 
child De Joncourt in her arms, in- 
tending to return and remove them 
all, one by one, to a place of safety. 

The day after she had thus fled, her 
house was pillaged and destroyed by 
the Republicans, and her remaining 
children, James, Richard, and Louisa, 
taken away prisoners. It was thirteen 
weary months before they were re- 
leased, during which time the uncer- 
tainty and anxiety of their mother as 
to their fate may be readily imagined. 

Her children at last regained, Ra- 
chel Noble in 1780 returned with them 
all to England, where they received 
the most generous welcome from her 
sister's husband, Captain Wheelock, 
who was then living in the Tower of 
London, where he held an important 
post in the Ordnance Department 
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In 1 78 1, she obtained from the 
grateful Government of this country 
the^ munificent pension of £\oo a- 
year, in recognition of her husband's 
services, losses, and death ! and con- 
tinued to reside at the Tower until 
the death of her brother-in-law, when 
she removed to Chelsea. 

Whilst here, her three sons were 
educated at the then great naval col- 
leges of Greenwich and Chelsea and 
sent to sea. The eldest Richard, 
being afterwards lost in charge of 
" La Dorade," a corvette prize to 
H.M.S. "Clyde;" arid another son, 
De Joncourt, dying in 1794 of yellow 
fever on board the " Vanguard." 

James Noble, her last remaining 
boy, passed with equally high credit 
and character from ship to ship, and 
fought with the utmost bravery in 
most of the important sea engagements 
during our great war with France. 
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It was whilst serving on the " Aga- 
memnon/' under Horatio Nelson, that, 
being selected to carry despatches to 
the Austrian General at Savona, he 
was made prisoner and carried before 
the then Citizen-General Napoleon 
Bonaparte, by whom he was long and 
closely questioned, without however 
giving any material information to his 
distinguished examiner. H ow little he 
then thought what a career lay before 
that thin, powerful-faced young man, 
or how the world was to be swayed 
by his restless ambition ! 

After an imprisonment of nearly 
six months he was exchanged in the 
usual way, and was almost immediately 
afterwards severely and dangerously 
wounded in the throat by a musket- 
ball, Lord Nelson testifying to the fact, 
and to his own personal grief at what 
he feared was a mortal blow, in a letter 
sent by the hero to Sir John Jervis. 
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In another letter, written shortly 
after from Genoa, Lord Nelson adds : 
'' I have great pleasure in saying my 
poor Lieutenant Noble is still alive, 
and we have some hope." This hope 
was mercifully realised, and James 
Noble continued to distinguish him- 
self by his bravery in many subsequent 
actions, and in less than twelve months 
the following passage occurs in one 
of the despatches sent to the Com- 
mander-in-chief by the Commodore — 

" * La Minerve,' Porta Ferrajo, 
Deumber 23, '96. 

''You will observe. Sir, I am sure with 
great regret, among the wounded, Lieutenant 
James Noble, who quitted the 'Captain' to 
serve with me, and whose repeated wounds, 
received in fighting the enemies of our country, 
entitle him to every reward a grateful nation 
can bestow. — Yours, &c, 

" Hobatio Nelson." 

We next hear of him in the great 
battle of St Vincent, where, as usual, 



A Mother^ s Memoir. 9 

he was remarkable for his intrepid 
boldness, and from which action for 
a wonder he escaped unhurt. He 
was now by Lord Nelson's aid pro- 
moted to the rank of Commander, and 
was ordered home on sick leave to heal 
his wounds, regain lost strength, and 
to rest after his arduous labours. 

Although the serious nature and 
effect of those wounds were specially 
reported upon to the Privy Council, 
and assurances of reward and em- 
ployment made to Lord Nelson on 
his behalf, the Government absolutely 
failed to recognise in any manner the 
distinguished services of their brave 
servant. * 

In 1 80 1 he married Sarah Lamb 
of Mountsfield, near Rye, who was one 
of the last descendants of the Earls 
of Llandaff, and went to live on the 
coast of Sussex. In 1802 he obtained 
the rank of captain, and the following 

B 
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year his eldest son, Horatio Nelson, 
was born, Lord Nelson standing as 
his sponsor and giving the child his 
own distinguished names. 

Soon after this Captain Noble re- 
moved with his now rapidly-increas- 
ing family to Bishop's Teynton in 
Devon, and whilst here received the 
blood-stirring intelligence of the glori- 
ous battle of Trafalgar, won, however, 
at the bitter cost of its great Com- 
mander^s life! His old friend and 
messmate, Sir T. M. Hardy, Lord 
Nelson's flag-captain on that memor- 
able day, writing to him as follows — 

^^^WlCtGK^i November, 1805. 
'^ My d£ar Noble, — ^The loss we have in 
common met with has been great, indeed irre- 
parable. He frequently spoke of yon, and 
regretted very much that it had been out of 
his power to get you afloat However, had he 
fortunately survived the 21st, you would not 
have been forgotten. — Yours, &a, 

" T. M. Hardy." 
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Captain Noble in due time became 
the father of seven sons and three 
daughters, four of these fine lads 
pre - deceasing him. The youngest 
girl was called Edith Elizabeth, and is 
the one of whom we tell. In the usual 
course of events Captain Noble at- 
tained the rank of admiral, and lived 
to a hale and hearty old age, dying on 
the 24th October 1851, always bravely 
awaiting the last summons, whenever 
it should come, saying, as he had 
always said when serving his beloved 
country, " I am ready I" 

Such was the worthy father of a 
worthy child, a pure and simple- 
hearted old hero, content to fight for 
Fatherland for the bare honour, doing 
his duty, and leaving the just recom- 
pense, to which he was so fully entitled, 
to the consideration of those who very 
carefully neglected giving it any ! 

The following lines to his memory 
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were written after his death by his 
daughter Edith — 

** Weep not, I pray thee, for the much-loved 

dead. 
Though from my sadden'd heart all joy seems 

fled; 
His pilgrimage is o'er, no more to roam ; 
His soul hath found its rest, — its long, last 

home. 
And though no star bedeck'd his gallant 

breast, 
On British hearts his story is impressed ; 
And though no title gilds his honoured name, 
His blood-stained laurels speak his deathless 

fame. 
Neglected though he lived, neglected died, 
Those withered laurels are his children's 

pride. 
He yet will wear a more enduring Crown, 
Where titled honours are of small renown. 
His gallant course is run, lost to our sight. 
He dwells, untroubled now, in dazzling 

Light" 





Ciagitn: H. 



" YoD are my true and honourabU wife : 
As dear to me a* are the niddj drops 
That risit my sad heart." — Shakes PEABE. 




II. 

I H IS daughter, Edith Eliza- 
beth, the special subject 
of this little book, was 
bom on the loth of 
December 1 8 1 1 , at 
Bishop's Teynton. Like the 
rest of her family, she was 
remarkable for personal grace 
'' and beauty, which in her case was 
heightened by a natural vivacity and 
charm peculiarly her own, and which, 
through all the years of her life, never 
failed her. A wonderful quickness 
of perception was in her allied to a 
most lively wit and humour, which was 
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the more attractive, being combined 
with so much outward comeliness. A 
strong veneration for the memory of 
Lord Nelson, who as her father's 
friend and sea-mate was an old 
familiar name in her home, ever dis- 
tinguished her. In 1818, she lost her 
mother, a bitter g^ef to this young 
sensitive girl, and to her memory she 
always clung with constant and sacred 
affection. Time was good to her, as 
he is to so many thousands of the 
sorrowful; the wound closed suffi- 
ciently to be bearable, and the sun 
shone again upon the pathway of 
her life. She grew up a tall beau- 
tiful maiden, fairly educated at home, 
her powers of quick observation and 
deep love of reading doing the rest. 

About this time her father left 
Devon for Jersey, and during his 
residence there she became engaged 
to be married to Mr. John NicoUe, a 
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member of the ancient Jersey family 
of that name. After a patiently-borne 
probation of three years, she was 
married to him at Barnstaple, where 
Admiral Noble had returned to live, 
the young couple going back to ; that 
beautiful little Channd Island where 
first they met, and where six happy 
years of wedded life succeeded. 

Those years were uneventful, good 
and happy years generally are, being 
mainly marked during their quiet 
progress by the welcome arrival of 
three dear babes, two of whom lived 
to grow up and repay, by unfailing 
love and solicitude, their mother^s 
tender care. 

In 1839 Mr. NicoUe was suddenly 
taken ill, and in seven days was 
dead! His poor widow, but then 
recovering from her last confinement, 
was, as may be imagined, terribly 
crushed and bowed down by such a 
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cruel, unexpected blow, and it needed 
all her fortitude and Christian reliance 
to face anew a world now grown so 
sad to her and her fatherless children. 
To her naturally warm, reliant 
nature, there was an apparent cold- 
ness and want of sympathy in the 
hearts of many of her late husband's 
family, although this was more than 
atoned for by a few firm and faithful 
friends amongst them, whose solici- 
tude and love never failed her. Of 
these, Anne NicoUe, a first cousin of 
her dead husband's, endeared herself 
more especially by her loving devotion 
and tender sympathy through all the 
chances and changes of her ensuing 
life, thereby commencing a friendship 
which continued until death divided 
them. Her children were increasing 
in stature and wisdom, her boy Sydney, 
in particular, giving every promise of 
that pure high-toned manhood, of that 
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self-sacrificing and generous nature, 
of that devoted love for his mother, 
which, as years rolled by, developed 
itself so clearly and tenderly, and 
which to her was an unceasing, unfail- 
ing fountain of comfort ; and as those 
who know him can testify, continueth 
even unto this day in all its beautiful 
fulness and intensity. 

A widow's lot at six-and-twenty 
is perforce a helpless one. All her 
brothers and sisters were scattered 
and settled in life, some were dead, 
and her father had married again, 
and after leading her solitary life 
for four years, she was intensely in- 
terested and moved by the remark- 
able and beautiful characteristics of 
the Rev. William Wollaston' Pym, a 
younger son of an old Bedfordshire 
squire, and a lineal descendant of the 
great English Patriot, who happened 
in the year 1843 to be preaching at 
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St Heller's for his old friend Dean 
Jeune, afterwards the well-known and 
excellent Bishop of Peterborough. 

Mr. Pym was a man remarkable 
alike for his eloquence godliness, and 
charm of appearance and manner, 
and, though a widower with twelve 
children, a very serious consideration 
to a young and delicate woman of 
thirty, he proposed and was accepted, 
— all difficulties seeming to disperse 
themselves, and so they were«hortly 
afterwards married in Jersey by the 
good Dean, and started for England 
for their wedding trip. 
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" liTing jewels dropp'd unstained ftom heaven." 

— POLLOK. 
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,ER new home was the 
, Rectory House in a 
pretty village called 
Willian, near Hitchen, 
in the county of Hertford, 
which proved a pleasant 
rambling bungalow sort of 
dwelling, surrounded ' by 
some hundred acres of woods, gar- 
dens, and glebe-land. The church 
was an interesting one and the living 
comfortable, having been presented to 
Mr. Pym by his brother, the Squire, 
who lived at the Hasells, a Bedford- 



1 
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shire estate of his, situate some dozen 
miles away. 

It was some time before the new 
wife found the hearts of her step* 
children warm towards her ; that they 
did so at last is no less creditable to 
them than to the tact and love with 
which its young mistress guided her 
domestic realm. 

In her husband she found an un- 
failing store of bright talent and 
affectionate companionship. As an 
extempore preacher he was un- 
rivalled, as many still living can 
testify ; a ripe scholar, combining 
knowledge of the world, exquisite 
refinement and strong poetical feel- 
ing, with a purity of life, an eloquence 
and fascination in conversation, a 
devout humility in religion, and a 
perfect trust in God in ever)rthing, 
which never left him and never failed 
him. 
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A man so natured could not fail to 
bring around him dear and distin- 
tinguished friends ; and amongst the 
many who formed this interesting circle 
may be named — Edward Bickersteth, 
Canon Birks, the late Duke of Man- 
chester, Robert Baxter, Wilson Cams, 
Lord Ashley, Valentine Edwards, 
Francis, seventh Duke of Bedford, 
Edward Burr, and others : to whom 
he now introduced his new wife, who 
was by one and all equally appreciated 
and admired, and who found amongst 
them friendships which lasted with 
their lives. 

The great interest which her hus- 
band took in the Jews^ Society caused 
him to hold his services at all times 
at their disposal; and in many and 
various directions was his eloquent 
tongue raised, to appeal for this great 
people, with a power and a charm 

unfailing^ in its results. Upon these 

a 
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preaching tours his wife often accom- 
panied him, and a mingled feeling 
of pride and admiratiQn would fill 
her when she saw the vast multitudes 
crowding to hear his ^ winged words/ 
Sometimes it was barely possible for 
the preacher to make a way through 
the gathered throng from tiie vestry 
to the pulpit; but those who heard 
never forgot, and his memory is still 
kept green in many faithful hearts. 

In 1844 a son was bom to them, 
and called Horatb Noble, in memory 
of Lord Nelson and of the uncle to 
whom Lord Nelson had given both 
his names. During the nine happy 
years to which, alas, their married life 
was destined to be limited, two 
daughters and another son were also 
given them. These children are now 
all married and happily settled, bear- 
ing with each of them a bright reflec- 
tion of their Mother's lovely life which 
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guided them so tenderly, as far as it 
was permitted to do, upon their re* 
spective earthly roads. 

It is impossible to give any ade* 
quate idea of Mr. Pym's conversa- 
tional power, or of the magic effect of 
his eloquence, but it may not be amiss 
if we take this opportunity of printing 
a few of the many beautiful lines he 
was in the habit of writing for his wife 
and others, and which by her loving 
care have been carefully preserved and 
rescued from an oblivion they did not 
deserve. 

A common evening amusement at 
home was the well-known game of 
" Lavater," when a riddle or question 
being g^ven, each person at once re- 
plies in the best verse or rhymes he can 
command at such sudden notice. Of 
course there is no limit to the general 
badness of lines evolved under such 
circumstances, but the happy way in 
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which these were always without an 
effort scribbled down by Mr. Pym is, 
perhaps, fairly shown in the following 
examples. The question was, 

" Why is your babe like a cow's 
tail ? " To which he replied, 

'^ I marvel what analogy can be. 
My pretty babe, 'twixt a cow's tail and thee ! 
But from the learned oftentimes we hear 
That strange conjunctions in the heavens 

appear ; 
And if to such the very heavens give birth. 
Why should we wonder at these things on 

earth? 
Hence I conclude the inquirer to have 

meant 
That thou and it alike are de-pendent i 
If this be wrong, I add one reason more. 
The tail and thou were never seen before I " 

Another question was the old riddle 
of, "When is a lady's neck not a 
neck ? " which brought forth the 
equally well-known reply thus prettily 
arranged — 
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** I praj you lift your eyes on high. 
And contemplate the starry sky. 
And mark the planets as they roll — 
Thy face towards the Northern pole ; 
And you shall find your answer there, 
For you will see a Utile bearP* 

So, when given a poetical charade — 

" My first's a little busy thing, 

My second ladies do, — 
Impelled by love their flight to wing. 

My whole say, Where are you, 
An animal of swiftest pace, 
Endowed with beauty, strength, and grace ?** 

We find this graceful reply — 

" Go to the nff/, thou sluggard, and be wise ! 
Is one inquiry to your three replies. ^ 

And, if there's truth in what the gossips say, 1 

That love-sick maidens sometimes run away 

In such tf^^ments, tell me, do I see ' 

The answer to another of the three ? 
Then, in the anteiopt^ methinks, I find 
Your first and second in the third combined 

Perhaps it is hardly fair to print 
such trifles, as on higher subjects his 
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real power is more apparent, as the 
following lines on "Affliction" will 
show — 

" What is affliction ? Mercy's voice 
Calling the wand'rer home. 
Whose steps till then in foll/s wa3rs 
Have hardly ceased to roam. 

" What is affliction ? Wisdom's school, 
In which the heart is taught 
Lessons divine which Jesus Chxist 
From heaven to earth has brought 

" What is affliction ? God's own proof 
That He has loved us well ; 
Sure sign that with Him, as His sons, 
We shall for ever dwell. 

" What is affliction ? 'Tis the seal 
Of our conformity 
To Christ who, suffering once, now reigns 
In blest eternity." 

We cannot better close this chapter 
than by quoting some verses written 
on " Earthly Friendship," in which 
he gives the palm so gracefully to 
that wedded happiness he had tried 
and had not found wanting — 
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^' When travelling through this vale of tears, 
We bend beneath our load of grief, 
The voice of Friendship will be heard 
In soothing accents of relie£ 

" When sickness lays his feverish hand 
Upon this tenement of clay, 
Friendship will hasten to our couch, 
And wait, and weep, and watch, and pray. 

*^ When to the sufferer health returns, 
And peace with healing on its wings, 
High does the pulse of Friendship beat, 
And voice of Friendship sweetly sings. 

*' But Where's the friend like her who's bound 
By ties the holiest and the best ? 
Where's earthly love compared with that 
Which beams within the good Wife's heart ? 

''To 'wedded love' the palm belongs, 
Nor happier rival need it fear. 
Friendship must yield her place to thee, 
And own she's not thy fit compeer." 
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" It matters not at what hour of the day 
The Righteous £dl asleep : Death caxmot come 
To him untimely who b fit to die : 
The less of this cold world, the more of heaven : 
The briefer life, the earlier immortality." 

— MiLMAN. 





IRAVELLING on the 
Great Northern Rail- 
way, may be noticed to 
^^ the right of Sandy Sta- 
tion a fair estate, beauti- 
fully wooded, and remarkable 
for its Scotch firs and the com- 
' paratively hilly nature of the 
ground. This is the Hasells, 
one of the Pym family seats, where 
Mr. Pym was born, and lived until 
his marriage, and which was always 
during life his favourite resting-place. 
The deep affection which existed be- 
tween his brother Francis, the Squire, 
and himself making it still more plea- 
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sant, whilst Lady Jane, his brother^s 
wife, vied with her husband in the 
warmth of welcome always accorded 
him. 

Mn Francis Pym was the very pic- 
ture of what an old English country 
squire should be. Just before his 
death, in 1869, the subject of this me- 
moir wrote the following lines upon 
him; he having always proved him- 
self an unfailing friend to her and her 
children — 

*^ Deeply imbued with Christian grace, 
With goodness stamp'd upon thy face ; 
Sweet-tempered, generous, just, and true,— 
Love and respect from all, thy due. 

" I love thee well, for oft I trace 
Resemblance to a loved lost face, 
A kindred spirit, now at rest, 
Who next his God lov'd thee the best 

*^ When death shall dim thy failing sight, 
Christ bear thee up to heaven's own light. 
To join the ransom'd and forgiven, 
Who, when on earth, had prayed and striven. 



i 
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"Well hast thou borne thy meed of sorrow. 
There dawns for thee a brighter morrow ; 
Then let not sadness bow thee down. 
Think on thy promised, blood-bought crown. 

" When called to pass dark Jordan's shore. 
Never to sin or sorrow more, 
Oh may His guiding staff and rod 
Bear thee in safety to thy God ! " 

The usual duties of a country par- 
son's wife fell to Mrs. Pym's lot, and, 
by her unfailing sympathy and care 
for the poor, by her cheerful and sunny 
presence amongst them, whether at 
village-feast or in hushed sick-room, 
she soon built up around her a strong 
wall of their affectionate regard and 
respect. 

Always deeply impressed by every 
passing event affecting their lives, she 
also had an extended affection for her 
horses, dogs, Aldemey cows, and 
all the ordinary pets of a country- 
house; and the necessity of ending 



38 A Mothers Memoir, 

the days of an old blood-horse of her 
husband's gave her a real grief, which 
afterwards expressed itself in the 
following characteristic lines — 

" A gallant old horse was led forth to die — 
To be shot in the Wym'ly mead ; 
He stood boldly facing the enemy 
Preparing his gun for the deed. 

*' With a cloth they essayed to blind his eyes. 
He reared as he shook it away, 
The old blood-horse was resolved to die 
In the bright sunny blaze of day. 

'* He mov'd not a foot, though the gun, so near, 
Was held but two feet from his head. 
The ringing report was heard sharp and clear, 
And the gallant old horse fell dead. 

" He stood like the Marshal of France of old, 
Who knew that for him life was o'er, 
Whom the musketeers fisu:ed, unbound, and 
bold, 
Till the earth was red with his gore. 

'' Gallant old Charlie, now at rest,— 
Fleet, thoroughbred, beautiful steed ! 
Light lie the turf on your mettlesome breast 
In your grave in the Wym'ly mead" 
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And so, in the healthy tone of her 
new life did the years roll by. In 
1852 her husband's failing health, 
arising from over- work, caused in his 
wife and friends the deepest anxiety. 
Under the able advice which was at 
once summoned, change of air and 
total cessation from all work and 
anxiety (that usual prescription when 
it is too late) was ordered, and accom- 
panied by his little son Horace, then 
about eight years of age, and his 
doctor, he left home for St Leonard's, 
in order to be under the tender and 
skilful care of his old friend Dr. 
Norwood, a very well-known resident 
there for many years. 

It soon, however, became evident 
that he was not to get better, and 
that he had received his Master's 
summons to leave the scene of his 
labours and go Home. His devoted 
wife, who had, after a little, joined 
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him at the sea, now accompanied him 
back to Willian, where he wished to 
end his earthly days. 

Some lines of his, although written 
years before this last illness, may well 
be quoted here, full as they are of 
solemn thought couched in the most 
poetic form — 

^' Oft have I heard the parting knell, 
Resounding from that deep-toned bell. 

Which said, ' A soul is gone ! ' 
But seldom have I said, ' My soul^ 
For thee, perchance^ that bell may toll, 

And who can say how soon? ' 

" Oft have I seen the open grave 
Waiting its prisoner to receive 

Until the day of doom. 
But seldom have I said, ' Prepare, 
My flesh, for shortly thou must share 

The chamber of the tomb !' 

'* Oft have I seen the funeral trains 
Following the dead and loved remains 
Of father, husband, friend. 
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But oh 1 how backward have I been, 
Amid the things which I have seen, 
To realise my end 1 

" O God ! my drowsy sense awake, 
More like Th3rself my spirit make 

By all I hear and see. 
That, when my parting knell shall toU, 
My blood-bought and rejoicing soul 

May rise to dwell with Thee I " 

On his return home, his weakness 
rapidly increased, and the few weeks 
of time left him were taken up by 
farewells to dear old friends who 
hastened to gather round him, tender 
counsels to his heart-broken wife, 
many last words of loving help and 
guidance to his children, to each of 
whom he gave a Bible, ''with its 
millions of surprises/' as old Herbert 
well puts it, inscribing, with much 
physical effort, in each, the name of its 
recipient and the words '* A Father's 
best gift to his child." 

The following verses, of which he 

F 
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was always fond, he would often 
repeat on his bed of suffering : — 

*' Up and away I like the dew of the morning, 
Soaring from earth to its home in the son, 
So let me steal away, gently and lovingly, 
Only remembered by what I have done. 

'* My name, and my place, and my tomb, sQl 
foigotten. 
The brief race of Time well and patiently 
run, 
So let me pass away, peacefully, silently, 
Only remembered by what I have done. 

'' Gladly away from this toil would I hasten. 
Up to the Crown that for me has been 
won, — 
TTnthought of by man in rewards or in praises. 
Only remembered by what I have done. 

'' Up and away ! like the odours of sunset, 
That sweeten the twilight as darkness 
comes on, 
So be my Ufe, a thing felt but not noticed, 
And I but remembered by what I have 
done." 

In his wife's Journal, to which as we 
proceed we shall often refer, she says — 
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. " His death was a triamph dver the Evil One, 
who did his best, a week or two before the end, 
to disquiet him; bat all was peace at last,** 
peace that the Lord alone can give. A few 
nights before his death, he said to me, as I was 
sitting with him about twelve o'clock at night, 
'What is that rustling noise?' I replied, 'I 
hear nothing but the sighiog of the trees.' 
'There,' he said again, 'did you not hear?' I 
opened the doors for him to show that there 
was no sound in the house, but as he still ap- 
peared to hear it, I replied, ' It is the rustling 
of the angels' wings waiting to bear you up to 
heaven.' * Sweet thought 1 ' he murmured, fall- 
ing into a gentle slumber. The last word on his 
dying lips was 'Jesus,' as he pressed my hand, 
I having repeated in his ear the words, ' When 
I pass through the valley of the shadow of 
death, I will be with thee.' 

" There is a calm for those who weep, 
A rest for weary pilgrims found ; 
They softly lie and sweetly sleep 
Low in the ground." 

Thus the hours speeded on, all 
pain and suffering being swallowed 
up in the foretaste of Heaven, which 
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seemed to descend upon him; and 
murmuring thanks to God and words 
of love for his Saviour, on the 4th of 
September 1852 he entered into his 
Eternal Rest. To him might Shake- 
speare's exquisite words be well 
applied — 

'' FetT no more the heat o' the sun, 
Nor the furious winter ntges ; 
Then, thy earthly work hath done, — 
Home art gone, and ta'en thy wages." 





€iwfitx V, 
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See, bat glance briefly, lonrow-woni and pale. 
Those sunken cheeks beneath the widow's veil ! 
Alone she wanders where with him she trod. 
No ann to stay her, bnt she leans on God. " 

— O. W. HoLUSS. 







^T is well said, that "that life 
is long which answers 
life's great end," and it 
may be remarked how fully 
the value and beauty of 
Mr. Pym's earthly pilgrim- 
age shone out, after he had 
^one hence, upon those sorrow- 
ing (Hies left behind ; and how, on 
regardii^ the perfection of his course, 
the grief became assuaged and the 
tears dried, to wait on for "a little 
while," becoming at once the comfort 
and pleasure of the poor widow. His 
life io all its labour for others, in all 
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its pure Christian simplicity, its utter 
faith on Him in whose service he lived 
and died, proving how fully his earthly 
career had answered " life's great 
end/' 

The widow and her children had 
now to seek a fresh home ; and a bitter 
pang it was to leave all those dear, 
simple, affectionate village-folk; but 
the wrench had to be made, and was 
faced with that courage she was so 
capable of without a murmur. A 
temporary home at the Hasells was 
at once generously made for the chil- 
dren, whilst their mother went to 
Bedford to find a suitable house for 
their reception — ^that good old town 
offering its great advantages of edu- 
cation for her children, whilst its 
proximity to the Hasells made it 
additionally attractive. 

Mr, Pym's family, by his first mar- 
riage, were either at public schools, or 
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taken to live with other relatives, and 
having now each become possessed of 
a fortune, sufficient if small, from their 
dead mother, they were enabled to fol- 
low as they thought fit their various 
courses. 

One of Mrs. Pym's most charming 
characteristics was, perhaps, her win- 
ning manner and happy tact in dealing 
with her inferiors in birth or station ; 
tradesmen and servants would at all 
times gladly do more at her bidding, 
and feel better rewarded by her gentle 
courteous thanks, than by giving far 
better-paid services to others of more 
imperious ways. 

Her strict punctuality in all money 
matters was most exact, and was an 
excellent and invaluable example 
around her. She had an absolute 
horror of incurring any debt whatever, 
deeming it a strict duty to make her 
income, however small, sufficient for 

G 
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all her household's wants. With this 
intention before her, she would, every 
December, carefully apportion, under 
each necessary head of expenditure, 
the amount she thought could properly 
be spared to meet it during the en- 
suing year, and by a wise economy, 
tempered with a full and gracious 
generosity, she found the widow's 
cruise unfailing, whilst that continuing 
peace, which the knowledge of free- 
dom from debt bestows, was always 
with her. Such wise and thrifty 
lessons thus early taught to her chil- 
dren were found by them, as years in- 
creased, unfailing guides and helps 
through life. 

The excellent Bedford schools edu- 
cated Mrs. Pym's two boys, whilst her 
giris found equal advantages from 
governesses in the same town. Her 
daughter Edith Nicplle in 1857 be- 
came the happy wife of Henry Wilson 



A Mother's Memoir. 5 1 

Sharpin, the eminent medical man of 
that place, and who with their children 
still reside there. The Hasells and its 
kind owner always made a lovely rest- 
ing-place from time to time ; and so the 
years slipped peacefully by until i860, 
when the death of Mn Francis Pym 
once more brought sorrow and mourn- 
ing into the little Bedford home. His 
death was a great grief to all who knew 
him. He had always ^caused the 
widow's heart to sing for joy/' and this 
sorrow was increased by the terrible 
death of his eldest son Francis Leslie 
Pym, who had succeeded to the family 
estates, and who was, within a fortnight 
of his father's death, killed at Hatfield 
in an accident on the Great Northern 
Railway, leaving a widow and large 
family of young children. 

It was at this time that Mrs. Pym 
received from her late husband's old 
friend, Robert Baxter of Westminster, 
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the generous offer to take her son 
Horace into his office, and bring him 
up to the profession of the law. 

To part from any of her children, 
even for a little, was at all times a 
pang ; but children must learn to earn 
their own bread, and to beat out a 
pathway in life for themselves, and 
unless boys in early years use their 
heads and hands, they cannot expect 
to see in due course any practical 
result to ' their labour. And so the 
opportunity was seized, with the grati- 
tude it deserved, and Horace with his 
worldly possessions (a slender stock, 
we fear, when all told!) started for 
good old London town, that Eldorado 
of youth, that Battle-field of manhood, 
that Treasury for old age, to make his 
fortune. 

It was doubtless an experiment, and 
one not unattended with grave peril, 
to launch a lad of fourteen, alone, into 



A Mother^ s Memoir. 53 

the vortex of the Great Babylon, there 
to leave him, in all the strange liberty 
of lodgings, to make out a way through 
the darkness. But his mother's 
prayers, and his good friend's constant 
and watchful care, prevailed, and the 
experiment proved a success, which 
she was fortunately spared to see and 
rejoice in. 

This success was in all respects due 
to the unwearying, unchanging kind- 
ness shown him by Mr. Baxter, to say 
nothing of the enormous advantage it 
was for a young man, entering into life, 
to be daily associated with one so 
remarkable for intellect, legal acumen, 
and deep general knowledge, added 
to which was his saintly and broad- 
minded character. The hospitable 
doors of his house were always open 
to his young porteg6 ; and a lad must 
have been either very foolish or very 
bad who would fail of success in a pro- 
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fession so fully and generously taught 
him. Mr. Baxter's remarkable career 
and beautiful purity and simplicity of 
life are, however, too well known to 
require even these few words ; suffice 
it to say, that what he did for the son 
of his old friends fell on a grateful 
soil, and the boy he so generously 
benefited, has no greater r^;ard and 
affection than that which he bears for 
this distinguished and excellent man. 
Mrs. Pym never mentioned his 
name without invoking a blessing on 
him, and it was one of her last wishes 
that he should be asked to pray for 
her when ill, and to follow her body 
to the grave, both of which he did, 
evincing in every way the same friend- 
ship which even Death's cold hand 
could not disturb. 
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''Conquer we shall, bat we mast first contend, 
TU not the fight that croons us, but the end." 

— Herrick. 
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^AVING lived happily 
in Bedford for about 
nine years, Mrs. Pym 
next went to Brighton, 
only remaining there, how- 
ever, for some twelve 
months, as her sons now 
being in London, she wisely 
determined to move there, and make 
one home for all This she did, first 
in a little house in Claverton Street, 
and afterwards, at No. 83 Saint 
George's Road, Warwick Square, 
where she remained until her death. 

Her son Sydney NicoIIe had had 
considerable expectations from his 
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father's family, but misfortune over- 
taking them, all had been lost ; and 
he consequently left Jersey for Lon- 
don, there to re-commence life and 
earn bread. He at once obtained an 
appointment as one of the Financial 
Secretaries to the International Exhi- 
bition of 1862, a post of the greatest 
responsibility and trust, and which, it 
is needless to say, he filled to the entire 
and cordial satisfaction of the com- 
mittee and all others concerned ; and 
when this work ceased other came to 
his hand. 

The little home in Saint George's 
Road was a very happy one, containing 
a most united family, who had pleasant 
tastes for book-collecting and other 
equally agreeable modes of making 
their house attractive. 

Happy though Mrs. Pym undoubt- 
edly was at this time, still it was a 
happiness in which the actualities of 
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this world were always closely allied 
with the hopes of the next ; and at 
Christmas time, or on the birth ^ a 
new year, she would sometimes rqpeat 
the following old lines» familiar to her 
since childhood, but the reality of whidb 
now came with deeper meaning to her 
heart, — 

'*To me, &ding year, dioa hast nol been 
nnkind, 
Thoagh thy glimpses of sansUiie were fcv, 
I met with thee cahnl j. 
Part from thee resigned. 
Nor breathe one rqjet widi 'a&n,' 
For thanks to thy speed, my pilgrimage hene 
By so much is shortened, — 

Then £ue4hee-wdl Year I " 

Her love for her childrea is shown 
in every page of her Journal, much of 
which is almost too sacred for puUi- 
cation. At times she speaks %A an 
intense dread of losing any of them, 
but soon recovers this fear, remem- 
bering that in all probability it is she 
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herself who will be called away 
first — 

'' He will not take them yet," she says. ^' I 
am nearing my own end» and Jesus is preparing 
me for that, leading me gently to the brink of 
the grave. He will take me — 
' Just as I am, without one plea, 
Save that Thy blood was shed for me, 
And that Thou bid'st me come to Thee, 
Oh I Lamb of God, I come r " 

It was about this period that she 
lost her brother Captain Jeffrey Noble, 
R.N., of Dover, who there held, 
amongst other appointments, the post 
of Deputy of the Cinque Ports, and 
who was a very popular and genial 
officer. 

And now the changes that are un- 
avoidable, in even the closest-bound 
families, began to fall in rapid suc- 
cession upon this little household. 
First, her daughter, Rose Annie, be- 
came most happily engaged and mar- 
ried to Philip Frederick Rose, the 
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eldest son of Sir Philip Rose of Ray- 
ners ; and her mother was spared to 
see her surrounded by her own little 
children, and to witness the unani- 
mity and contentment which rewarded 
her choice. Then her youngest son 
Montagu, having completed his school 
education, and finding the restraint of 
a London merchant s office irksome 
to his naturally roving spirit, left for 
New Zealand, where he still resides, 
married, successful, and happy. 
, The diminished home-circle con- 
tinued on, however, in the same quiet 
lines, her sons succeeding in the busi- 
ness of life, and her remaining unmar- 
ried daughter Florence being always 
with her to tend and cherish. It is 
now we find the following touching 
words in her Journal : — 

" The most bitter pang to me in dying will 
be the thought of how my darlings will miss 
me. Horace told me the other day that I had 
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made home so happy to them. I have tried to 
do so^ I always meet them with a smile on their 
return home, if ever so ill It was sweet to 
hear him say so. As Schiller says — 

<< < Thou, Holy One, hasten Thy child to recall 
I have known earth's bliss : I have tasted all, 
Lost all, I have lived, I have loved !'" 

Her daughter Annie soon after had 
the g^ief of losing her eldest-born 
child " Daisy,'' a delightful infant full 
of the greatest promise and beauty, 
whose taking hence was a poignant 
sorrow to many beyond the circle of 
her own home. Her little form was 
laid in its resting-place in the Bromp- 
ton Cemetery, beside whose grave we 
shall, before we end these pages, again 
find ourselves standing in all the 
dumbness of grief. 

And now let us pause awhile re- 
garding with some iiiterest and affec- 
tion this little home with all its tender 
attractions, and we see the children, 
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whether at home or abroad, vieing 
with each other in care and love for 
that sweet mother, who, supported by 
their solicitude, feels with exemplary 
patience and fortitude warnings of 
approaching illness, not to be lightly 
disregarded ; but, looking beyond the 
grave, rejoices in the glory of the 
Promised Land. 
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" Her uintlr patience doth not &U — 
She keepeth watch till moin." 

— Geralr Masse V. 




VII. 




ERH APS of aU scwralled 
* manias/ that of book- 
collecting is the best and 
highest Who ever heard 
of any one, except, perhaps, 
the late Thomas Frognall 
Dibden, who, however, combined 
publishing with book - buying, 
which did the mischief, coming 
to ruin over this pursuit Book-col- 
lectors are, we maintain^ sober, honest 
folk, much given to staying at home 
by nights, and of prowling by day 
amongst the by-lanes and old shops, 
in the fond hope of discovering trea- 
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surest They drink not, neidier do 
they swear, nor do we ever remem- 
ber hearing of a book-hunter who 
beat his wife, or starved his children, 
but 'tair copies and rare editions 
have, we fear, before now, under 
temporary pressure, been perforce 
transmuted into necessary food for 
little ones. 

China and curiosity collecting have 
their charms, but the risks and diffi- 
culties are greater, whilst the intel- 
lectual result is infinitely less, the 
satisfaction of possession bestowed, 
certainly running in a far shaUower 
stream. 

To the picture and print collector 
may be allowed the second place of 
honour in the race, unless indeed, as 
many think, it is so closely allied and 
bound up with the pursuit of books, 
as to really form but part of that most 
amiable weakness. 
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It may be further observed, that 
whereas a man who ruins himself by 
card-playing, horses, betting and such- 
like physical pleasures, is never con- 
sidered other than a fine fellow, a 
jolly dog (and we all remember how 
the shrewd, if shrewish, wife of Rip 
Van Winkle defined this), fond of 
sport and a thorough Englishman ; 
the wretch who spends, in all due 
moderation, his time, taste, and money 
in gathering together his beautiful 
* cabinets of reason,' and goodly tomes 
of wit and art, of wisdom and know- 
ledge, the world, with vacant laugh or 
angry sneer, can only dub him for- 
sooth — ^a bibliomaniac ! 

One of the most distinct charac- 
teristics of the Saint George's Road 
house was the almost universal pre- 
sence of books. Folios and duodeci- 
mos, quartos and octavos, spreading 
to every chamber; books just fresh 
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from the bindersp proud of their new 
coats, lookmg disdainfully at piles of 
ragged-backed volumes, whose tat- 
tered coverings were soon to be in like 
manner gaily transformed. At last, 
the question, where the fresh cargoes 
continually arriving were to find a 
resting-place, became a serious and 
oft-recurring one, but, like some kind 
of inky inundation, they still poured 
in and filled every nook. In these 
books Mrs. Pym found the great- 
est pleasure. She had excellent and 
unimpaired eye-sight ; but although, 
by dint of great practice, a very rapid 
reader, it was, nevertheless, astonish- 
ing how many and how varied were 
the volumes she perused. 

Each year she made a visit to her 
daughter at Bedford, there to be wel- 
comed by all with the greatest afiection 
and delight. 

She much enjoyed the society of a 
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very dear friend of her son's, the late 
Thomas Plumpton Tindale. He was 
a young man of infinite promise and 
talent ; and who, although only twenty- 
four years of age or thereabouts, made 
the most abstruse subjects of study 
his amusement, and found in Saint 
George's Road much that was con- 
genial to his taste, both in his hosts 
and in their library. He was an or- 
phan, and being an only son of parents 
who had been themselves only chil- 
dren, was absolutely without that, in 
most cases, questionable blessing, re- 
lations. A deep regard sprang up 
in Mrs. Pym's heart for this lonely, 
clever, big-hearted boy ; whilst he, on 
his side, seemed to find in her some 
portion of that mother's love he had 
lost so soon, and for which he yearned 
with such an inexpressible yearning. 
He knew he carried with him the 
certainty of an early death ; but this 
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knowledge neither damped the ardour 
with which he studied, nor the high 
spirit and zest with which he entered 
into life's other enjoyments. 

It was in the early part of 1873 that 
certain distressing symptoms of the 
disease, which afterwards proved fatal 
to Mrs. Pym, appeareid in such a way 
as to cause apprehension ; but, under 
the good advice of her son-in-law, 
Henry Sharpin, a certain prescribed 
diet was attempted, and the pure sea- 
air of Bognor tried. 

When strength is failing, and the 
heart is as water, the spirit more than 
ever pines for space and air, is rest- 
less to get away from houses and 
people, and all the Babel sounds of the 
busy town — ^and for this yearning the 
sea is almost always the best antidote ; 
its storm and calm, its sense of space, 
the booming of its waters, and its illi- 
mitable grandeur and infinite pathos, 
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alike appealing to, and satisfying the 
weary one, who is perchance so 
rapidly nearing the ocean of eternity. 

And so it was with our dear invalid ; 
each spring and summer now found 
her strength fast ebbing away, whilst 
the weakness of flesh became so 
great, that "the grasshopper was a 
burden," but the salt foam of the great 
waves, as they broke at her feet, 
worked wonders in restoring, if only 
temporally, her gradually enfeebling 
frame. 

She would pass hours sitting in a 
sort of natural couch made in the 
shingle of the sea-beach, carefully 
wrapped in shawls, and never weary 
of listening to the voice of the mighty 
sea. Whilst here she would make the 
acquaintance of many of the fine 
fishermen of the coast, who gain a 
precarious living by their nets. They 
always had a bright smile and kindly 

K 
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word from " the sick lady," who loved 
to talk and sympathise with these 
good fisher-folk, listening with un- 
affected interest and well-appreciated 
sympathy to their little histories, so 
full of tragedy as many of them 
are. 

When the time came round for her 
to return to London, a bountiful fare- 
well feast was provided for them by 
her wish, at the house where she was 
staying, who with their wives and 
families were full of gratitude for her 
kindly thought for them, and of whom 
they still speak in affectionate tones of 
regret 

As health fluctu2[ted about this time, 
we find many interesting entries in 
her Journal, from which we select the 
following passages : — 

" 1873, -WiirirA — I am weary of life, * the 
grasshopper is a burden ;' still must I wait the 
Lord's pleasure/* 
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"Better again, after many weary days and 
nights of pain, — wishing, not struggling, to be 
free/ 

^^ApriL — How good God is to me. I have 
done as Mr. Rowley Hill told me — asked God in 
mercy to take away the exceeding great dread 
which possesses me of the pain of dying — the 
rending asunder of soul and body, and I think 
He has heard my prayer. Satan knows my 
weakness, and will not fiul to fiU me with fidth- 
less coward fears, but he cannot touch me with- 
out the Lord's pennission, — ^my Master and 
his! 

'' O Lord, my God, do Thou Thy holy will ; 
IwiUUestill; 
I will not stir, lest I forsake Thine arm, 

And break the charm 
Which lulls me, clinging to my Father's 
Inreast, 
In perfect rest" 

'' ApriL'^lAj darling bojrs, they have made 
life so pleasant to me, may God repay them for 
all their love and care; My dear little Monty, 
my prayers ascend for thee to heaven daily 
that God may keep thee in all thy ways. Shall 
I ever see him again ? I think not ; but we 
shall meet before the Throne of God.'' 
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'* May. — Some days I feel ttnutterably weak, 
and know that I am gradually dxawing near the 
end. I am ready, Lord, I am ready to leave all 
at Thy call The fear of death is leaving me. 
What unspeakable mercy !" 

^^June, — I am better. I was going to say I 
am sorry, but I must bide the Lord's time." 

^*July. — Much better ; indeed, quite well for 
me. My boys make life so pleasant to me, with 
all their loving care and wealth of loVe. May 
God requite and bless them 1 ' Surely goodness 
and mercy have followed me all the days of my 
life.' " 

Her youngest daughter Florence, 
about this time, became engaged to 
her present husband, the Rev. John 
Edward Loughnan, although any 
idea of leaving her mother by an im- 
mediate marriage never crossed her 
mind. Still, this happiness was a rest 
and solace to her during the terrible 
suffering of which she was to* be a 
pained witness in the ensuing two 
years. 

With the end of 1873 came a re* 
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lapse, followed by many months of 
weary confinement to her bed and 
room. When able to be moved, Bog- 
nor was re -visited, and again did 
that wonderful air restore and revive 
the poor invalid, although to a much 
more limited extent than hitherto. 
She was accompanied on these visits 
by her faithful and affectionate friend 
and attendant Ann Pickersgill, for 
whose unceasing care for their mother 
her children will always feel a deep 
debt of gratitude ; and her daughter 
or one of her sons alternately took 
their place beside her. 

On her return home in the latter 
part of the year, we find many entries 
in the Journal, showing how small the 
improvement had been this time — 

^^Ihvember 9, 1S73. — I am weaker and 
thiimeri — significant tTtnptoms. Shall I be 
ali^ this time two years? This tine one year? 
I think not I am in the hands of the Lord. I 
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only pray that my &ith may not fail me in my 
hour of agony. Why dwell on the agony, — ^I 
may pass away in sleep." 

^^ November i6. — I was thinking of my Anne 
Nicolle last night, and how we have loved each 
other. There is something very beatttifid in 
such friendship. Johnson says, 'Those that 
have loved longest love best' To be loved as 
tenderly as Anne has loved me was something 
that kept my soul out of the dust through the 
heat and burden of many a sorrowful day. It 
is a glory to be so loved on earth. To meet 
again in beaVen. I owe her much. When 
God smote me, she came whispering words of 
peace.'' 

" November 30. — My' darling Monty's birth- 
day. God bless and keep you, dear one !" 

^^ January i, 1874! — Another year gone ! I 
am quite well, I think ; how long will it last? 
' Bless the Lord, O my souL' I cannot say all 
I think, but a prayer is often in my heart though 
voiceless." 

^^ March 29. — ^Tindale coming to see me to- 
day. I love that clever boy. My own darling 
boys, their love and care is very precious to me. 
At times I can only cry over it, and pray God 
to bless them more and more." 
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I 

must wait** 



June 21. — This time last year I was dying. 
So ill that 00 one expected to see me again, but 
here I am still, — well| but not strong. 

* The soul's dark cottage, battered and de- 
cayed. 
Lets in new light through chinks that time 
has made/ 

I must not say I am sorry to be better, but I 
long to go home to be with my Saviour ; but I 



^^July II. — The heat is killing me, making 
me feel so ill I pray to be released from this 
weaxy world. When shall I go? Doctors can- 
not stay me when God says, ' Come.' My time 
is known to Him. If I might but know how 
long I have to weary on, I would try and be 
patient, and not long so much for the Golden 
Courts. In spite of all the loving-kindness of 
my darling children I long to go." 

In the last week of December of 
this year she became much worse; 
acute inflammation of the lungs being 
added to her other difficulties. 

Her precarious state was further 
increased by the sudden illness and 
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i death of Mr. Tindale who, in his 

\ twenty-sixth year, died at Brighton on 

the 30th of January 1875. The in- 
t telligence of his death could not be 

kept from her, and her grief on hear- 
ing it was piteous, and left her terribly 
prostrated. In her Journal, she writes 
with rapidly weakening hand almost 
its last entry — 

'* Have had a heavy loss in the death of dear 
Tom Tindale ; he is safe, and I shall soon see 
him again. Dear boy, only twenty-five, and 
happy in the presence of his Lord ! " 

She found strength to write also the 
* following farewell lines, the last that 
were to be written by her : — 

'<Thou art gone from this earth, whom my 
heart held so dear, 

Thou art gone from a world full of woe. 

And silently, sobbingly falls the sad tear, — 

Thou so young, yet so willing to go 1 

"For me, while life lasts, shall thy memory 
dwell 
• Deep down in this old loving heart 
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With thy God snd thy Saviour we know all 

is well. 
But oh, it was hard, dear, to part 
"Peace, theu, to thine ashes, unbroken thy 
rest; 
Kind, generous, h^h-minded boy, 
Thou art taken from trouble, and rest on 

Christ's breast. 
We grieve, but with thee all is joy." 





<Cf|iqitec VMi. 

" A kiti for one liiend, 
And » word for vwa, 
Good-bpt 
A lock that jon mnit tend, 
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VIII. 




IHE weary months to the 
dear sufierer crept by 
in 1875 full of increas- 
ing pain and weakness, 
but all unable to shake 
that fortitude or sap that 
cheerfulness which, between 
the paroxysms of agony, always 
broke forth triumphant 
Her children passed many precious 
hours of each day and night by her 
side, treasuring up every word that 
fell from her lips ; and so, at last, 
summer was reached. 

The shock of his friend Tindale's 
death, and the continuing anxiety 
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caused by his mother's state, made it 
absolutely necessary that her son 
Horace should at once take a sea 
voyage to recover his shaken health* 
Before leaving for the United States, 
he once more carefully carried his 
mother to Bognor, and saw her com- 
fortably established there in a pleasant 
sea-looking house; after which he 
started on his Atlantic journey, pro- 
nusing to return to her by a fixed hour 
on a certain day. 

It was with a heavy heart that he 
tore himself away from her side, and 
nothing but the absolute certainty that 
the most fatal consequences to his 
health, and therefore to his usefulness, 
must ensue, if he disregarded the 
doctor s commands, made him leave 
her, "dragging at each remove a 
lengthening chain." But as the Eng- 
lish shores receded from his sight, his 
heart sadly echoed the weird and 
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touching farewells he witnessed at 
Queenstown between the poor Irish 
emigrants and their kith and kin, and 
vague and dark forebodings filled him 
as he listened to their wild sad parting 
cries. 

The voyage worked wonders, and 
he returned quite restored, and punc- 
tually to his promised time, to find his 
Mother waiting for him, ready and 
anxious, when she had once again 
seen her children, to slip the burden 
of her earthly life. Her strength had, 
during all this time, been gradually and 
surely ebbing away. All fear of the 
pangs of death had long since dis- 
appeared, the nearing certainty of Rest 
alone remapping to cheer her fading 
sight She could say amid her suf- 
fering— 

'< These thorns are sharp, yet I can tread on 
them; 
This cap is loathsome, yet He makes it sweet; 
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My face is $tead£Eist toward Jerusalem, 
My heart remembers it" 

Hour after hour and day after day 
would she lie on her bed, patiently 
looking out on the restless sea and 
listening to the ceaseless plash of its 
waves. Sometimes she would send 
reiterated messages of love and fare- 
well to absent friends; still oftener 
would she repeat snatches of old 
hymns and texts full of sustaining 
comfort. 

On the 1 6th of October 1875, her 
sorrowing children were all around 
her, saving the dear one in New Zea- 
land, who was even then hurrying 
homeward, and oh, how peaceful 
how happy, how smooth the way was 
made for this dying saint ! '' Evening 
came at last, serene and mild." No 
dying pang assailed her, no struggle 
vexed her, she had so often prayed 
to be spared this, and her prayer was 
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answered to the uttermost. And so 
she passed, amid the breaking hearts 
and scalding tears of those who loved 
her, into the perfect happiness of her 
Lord. 

" We looked. She was dead, 

Hei spirit had fled 
Painless and swift as her own desire, 

And the Soul, uodrest 

Fiom its mortal vest, 
Had stept in the car of heavenly &re. 

And oh I how bright 

Were the realms of light, 
Bursting at once upon Her sight 1" 




\ 
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' ' Gone before 
To that unknown and tilent shore, 
Shall we not meet as heretoTore 
Some nimmer moining ?" 







IX. 




ATE on a Saturday night, 
her sweet Spirit had 
winged its way Home- 
ward ; and, during the 
sad hours of the ensuing 
day, a touching request was 
made by her faithful sailors 
that they might be allowed to 
carry her body to the railway 
station on its removal to London. 
It is needless to say that their loving 
offer was gratefully accepted, and in 
the early dawn of a beautiful autumn 
morning, six of these good fellows, 
in their simple fishermen's garb, came 
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with reverent manner and grief-stained 
faces to fulfil their kindly wish. The 
road lay for a little in sight of the 
glorious sea, just then gilded by the 
rays of the rising sun, whilst a beauti- 
ful dappled sky arched overhead, as 
though preaching Heavenly Hope 
and a bright Future to those who now 
sorrowed. 

As these fine simple-hearted men 
swung along with measured tread, 
their sacred burden on their shoulders, 
fisher-wives and children clustered at 
their doors to take a last farewell ; 
and so the body of the old sailor's 
daughter was borne along, as she 
herself would have so dearly wished, 
by sailors' hands. 

On arriving at St George's Road, 
she was reverently placed in the 
library amongst the books she loved 
so well, and a few days after was laid 
to rest beside her little grandchild, in 
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a fair sheltered comer of the Bromp- 
ton Cemetery, where pious loving 
hands still tend her grave. 

Amongst her papers was found a 
series of last wishes to her children, 
some of which we here append, so 
that the picture of this loving soul 
may be the more complete — 

**I, Edith Elizabeth Pym, wish my dear 
children to divide what I leave amongst them, 
with my fondest love, my last blessing, my 
prayer that God may keep you all and save 
your souls. I charge you all, — I beseech you 
all, before the great God to meet me in Heaven, 
there to join in the song of the Redeemed 
around the Throne of Jesus." 

And then, after mentioning the little 
specific remembrances she wishes 
each to have, she adds — 

'^ How dearly I have loved you all, you win 
oot know on earth. 

"I have prajred for you, my darlings, by 
name, night and morning. May my prayers for 
you all be answered in God's good time. 
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** When you read this, the hand now writing 
its last loving message will be in the grave, my 
ransomed Sou! with my blessed Saviour, I hum- 
bly trust May that loving Saviour be yours. 
My darlings, my darlings, farewell ! A mother's 
long, loving, lingering farewelL We shall meet 
again. Seek the Lord while He may be found 
Death cometh, — after that, the Judgment It is 
your Mother's voice speaking and warning you 
all to flee from the wrath to come, — speaking 
to you from her grave, — ^the Mother who in life 
loved you all so dearly. Pray for the spirit of 
God to teach you. 

** Do not forget me, pardon all I may have 
unwittingly done to give you paiiL May the 
God of love and mercy bless you all abundantly, 
my dear, my beloved children, God bless you ! 

"And now I cannot close the envelope with- 
out again saying how I love and bless my boys 
for all their loving-kindness to me. My girls 
know how I love them, but words are poor to 
express the undying love I have for my boys. 
I said little, but every act of love and care sank 
deep into my heart. You made my life so 
happy. May God requite you sevenfold, and 
may your old Mother's undying love and bless- 
ing rest upon you all, my beloved children. 
Amen." 



N 
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And then came the following touching 
lines which closed this lovely legacy 
to her children's grateful hearts — 

<*To My Chodrbn. 

'^ Look on her, darlings, how peaceful her rest, 
With her pale hands crossed on her cold 

calm breast 
Think of her, speak of her; ah! do not weep 
For the weary one in her long last sleep. 
Think of her kneeling at the Throne of Grace: 
Think of her gazing on the Saviom's fisice I 

''She will sonow, suffer, and sin no more, — 
The hard battle of life for her is o'er : 
She hath joined the glorified ones above, 
And is watching jou aU with eyes kA love. 

«< 'TIS so, ' He giveth His beloved sleep ; ' 
And yet, my darlbgs, yet, I hear thee weep. 
We shall all meet where God's Redeemed 

ones dwell. 
To speak no more that bitter word. Farewell ! 
God guard thee, dears, till Life's last conflict 

o'er, 
We meet again in Heaven, parting no more!" 



N 




(Eoncliuuiii. 




CONCLUSION. 




ND now our labour of 
love is done. We have 
followed fix)m childhood 
to the dosing scene this 
faithful and dear servant of 
Christ The memory of her 
is stilly and ever will be, a 
sweet perfume in our homes. 
And it is sweet to remember with 
happy tears that with her *' all is well," 
and that the pain and toil of earth's 
pilgrimage over, she sleeps the sleep 
of the "just made perfect" 

We, who have yet to struggle on, 
there being for us perhaps many 
miles yet to traverse, will, strength- 
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ened and encouraged by her brave 
example, humbly strive to bring our 
little ones into the paths of peace and 
loveliness she so faithfully pointed 
out ; and this being done, will await 
with patience and hope that promised 
re-union of spirits above, cheered by 
the thought that on high all our lost 
loved ones await our coming, and so 
will rest, content to abide awhile until 
'' the day break and the shadows ilee 
away ! " So be it. 



THE END. 





''O DcRmne Decs. spcEzriin te! 
O care mi Jesa nunc Ifbeca me ! 
In dmi catena, in misesa poeni, 

Deadexo te; 
Langncndo^ gcmendo, ct gmuflcilcifcdo^ 
Adoro^ implaro, nt Hbacs me 1" 

— Makt, Qcees or Scx>ts. 




